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"Sweet is the Calm of
paradise the blest.
Alleluia."
WHEREAS, God our A 1 m i g h t Y
Father Source of Light and of
' summoned from its soLove has
jour~ in this world the soul of
EMMA JOSEPHINE CRAIG,
a devoted teacher and a loyal
friend who loved this College
and consecrated her life by her
faithful service for its promotion and betterment; and
WHEREAS 1 our loved and gentle
friend has woven her memory among th e heartstrings of our affection s by her kindliness , her
sympathy for the beginners in
a great profession , her generosity
of spirit ; now, therefore ,
B e it resolved by 'the students of
Rhod e I sland Callege of Education
THAT they are thankful that they
have known Emma Josephine
Crai g who taught them by her
daily c o n tacts
with them,
whether at the College or in the
training period , the sublimity of
a humble spirit and the serenity
and peace which characterize a
life dedicated to one's vocation
and devoted to the precepts of
God; and
THAT they extend their profound
sympathy to Reverend Father
James Craig, to Professor Clara
E. Craig, and to other relatives
of Miss Craig; and
Be it resolved also
THAT these resolutions be read in

the presence df a convocation of
Faculty and students of the College as an additional expression
of affection and respect for Miss
Craig; a copy of them be retained among the permanent records of the Student Cooperative
Association of Rhode Island College of Education; and a transcription of them be presented
to Reverend Father Craig and to
Professor Craig.
SIGNED: STUDENT
BODY OF
RHODE ISLAND COLLEGE
OF EDUCATION.
"Now the labourer's task is o'er;
Now the battle day is past;
Now upon the farther shore
Lands the voyager at last.
Father, in Thy gracious keeping
Leave we now Thy servant sleeping. "
Alumni of the Rhode Island College of Education, numbered by hundreds, speak in gentle tones their tribute of love and honor to the memory
of Miss Craig, whose sterling qualities
of mind and heart and soul have left
upon them lasting impressions.
Those who knew her best thought
not so much about her gifts of intellect, though these were unmistakable, as of the gifts of the spirit. Endowed with unchanging tenderness
the gentle quiet of her ways, the
charm of her personality, the sweetness of her voice, all made one feel
that here indeed was a most precious
character.
Were we to reveal only one trait
of character we should select what
perhaps was the most conspicuous,
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truly the most edifying-the admirable blending in her of a dignity which
repelled none, with a sweetness which
attracted all. In the soul of Miss
Craig, where Christian virtue had
solid roots, were coupled a majesty
which inspired no fear and a sweet
simplicity that endeared her to every
one.
To the youthful teachers in the
field she showed a personal devotion
and a perservering interest which lifted them far above the plane in which
she found them. Their keenest anxieties were dissipated by her genial
sympathetic solicitude and their bitterest experiences were softened by
her thorough understanding and kind-

ly interpretation. From their weakness they rose to meet her strength.
Not long ago, a teacher of tender
years spoke thus of her days in training:-"Ofttimes
when the task
seemed almost so great as to overwhelm us, and Miss Craig appeared,
our hearts took hope. It was as if a
great shining light revealed our way."
And so in the hearts of the Alumni
the shining light of inspiration gathered from our beloved friend will
continue to shine, and will give us
courage and strength to pursue our
way more clearly because we have
known her and have loved her.
Mary A. Donovan.

Students' Viewpoints
•

Hail, Juniors!

envied by the whole student body.
The Seniors look back with regret
upon past enchantment; the Freshmen and Sophomores anticipate the
event with joy. It is for you to make
the series of affairs successful as those
which have gone before. It is for you
to carry the banner of tradition high.
Mary Louise Hall '32

As winter draws to a close, the
festive season again approaches for
the Juniors. Although there are many
ceremonies precious to the heart of
the Senior, there is none quite so
traditionally beautiful as that of
Junior Week. If an old-timer may
venture an opinion, I may state that
this is really the climax of the college
career. There is nothing so delightfully informal as the Tea Dance,
nothing so regally magnificent as the
Junior Prom. Into that short span of
time, from Wednesday to Friday, are
crowded remembrances that will live
in the mind a lifetime.
Congratulations, Juniors. You are

To the Graduate

Students

Life can be divided into temporary
phases and permanent phases. The
past six months which you have spent
with us have been a more or less temporary one. Perhaps you think that as
such it is worth only momentary consideration. However, reconsider with
me just a moment. Is it not true that
3
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this past semester has been disappointing. Only eighteen of the thirtyseven girls who signed up in swimming
have fulfilled their pledge.
This
means that we are losing money on
every lesson. Shall we continue to
try to have a class in swimming or
must we droy it?

many times the results of a temporary
phase of life become permanent?
Take, for example, your brief sojourn
in our Alma Mater. I think that you
will agree, without exception, th~t
there are certain occurrences of this
brief time, which you will remember
always; that certain characteristics
which you have discovered and admired in our professors you will adopt
for your own; that certain staunch
friends whom you have made you
will be long in forgetting. So you see
that such a short period of your lives
as six months will influence you far
into the future. We regret only one
thing, that we have not known you
better that we have not wholly un' your point of view on cerderstood
tain subjects. Perchance we have not
been entirely at fault; we tried to go
at least half-way. But it is by experience that we learn, and because of
our inability to reach you as a
body, we hope we may better
succeed in the future by a different method of approach.
We
wish you were staying with us so that
we might work it out together. Now
we can only say, that if you should, at
some time in the future, be in advisory positions, we trust that your
memories, of our apparent inability
to "get together " will help you to
choose the right method of solving
your difficulties.
Avis G. Marden '33

Another Lovely Tradition
What is it that makes our Alma Mater so dear to us? Is not this fond loyalty, a result largely of the enjoyable
times we have with our classmates at
our college socials, of the feeling 01
companionship we experience as we
don the robe of host and hostess to
our Faculty at our afternoon teas?
Then is our time to be gracious.
Through such informal gatherings
should we attempt to become truly
acquainted with Faculty members,
ever observing how we may discover
and appreciate their individualities.
Such an opportunity was offered
when the Glee Club caroled to the
Faculties of the College and of the
Henry Barnard School as well as the
Student Council members. "Candlelighting time" was the designated
hour; the Yule log glowed its hearty
welcome as the merry guests arrived.
Gay, festive carols and sweetly modulated chorals by the chorus formed
the background of the Christmas picture, while the details were sketched
in as a violin, a piano, a vocal solo,
and a vocal duet. Thus, in the hope
that this privilege might become traditional, the members of the Glee
Club imparted to its chosen guests

Swimming
Is our College able to support a
class in swimming?
The response
4
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and to each other, their sincere wishes a chance to issue a good, lively magthat a lovely spirit might pervade the azine and we'll do it. We want a larger
holiday spirit of each and every one, Anchor, with cartoons and pictures,
a spirit that might remain in their and innumerable other features. Are
you with us? We can 't do all this on
memories a long while hence.
A. G. Marden '33
little or nothing .
.J.WaryLouise Hall '32

Join With Us

Alibis
Four short years ago, a group of
Alibis are remarkably comforting .
literary enthusiasts of the college assembled in one of the college class- Quite often in hatching , they require
rooms to make an important discus- ingenuity of the highest order , but
sion. They had decided that the stu- the result is worth the effort , usually.
dents really needed a paper with Who would begrudge a little hone st
which to express themselves and with effort when the end is so soul-satiswhich to bring out the literary talent fying.
For our general purposes , let us
that had hitherto lain dormant
throughout the college. After weeks consider two general types: the simof effort and tireless endeavor, dur- ple alibi and the not-so-simple alibi.
ing which they pleaded with trustees, A simple alibi is used when we exfaculty, and student body for support, plain to persons , interested or not ,
the first issue of The Anchor ap- specific and explicit reasons why we
could not have been at a certain place ,
peared.
Since that time the magazine has at a stated time, with a particular ingrown. To those who have entered dividual, when we know full well that
the college during the past three years, we were in said place , at said time, and
evidence of the struggle to establish with said person. You 'll agree with
the, magazine, has not been appar- me; that is comparativ,ely simpl~.
ent. To some of the newcomers who Alibis of this type are further subhave come from schools where the divided according to their classificaschool magazine was on a well-found- tions among the natural elements. We
ed financial footing, the college publi- have the air-tight alibi, the alibi that
cation seems to lack more of the at- will hold water, the sound-as-a-rock
tractive elements to which they have alibi, and so forth. Need we go on?
been accustomed. There is only one
Without more ado, let us dispose
reason for this; there is only one so- of the simple alibi and focus our earnlution to the problem. YOU! Give est attention on the second type-the
us your support! Help us financially!
non~simple or subtle alibi. Let us
Contribute to the material! Express warn you that this will require exyourself! Advertise your dances with- tended and concentrated intellectual
in its pages! Play the game! Give us study. Thinkers with highfaluting
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ples that it is but a short time until
I have persuaded myself that it is
really against my principles, that I
should feel as though I had committed a crime against my private moral
order if I loan the money. Instead
of being precipitated into a muddle
of incoherent reasons, general principles come to my aid and in one clear
statement, the matter is closed.
The other type of subtle alibi is
characterized by this statement. "It
isn 't the thing itself I object to, it's
the principle of the thing." Of course
few people notice the physical indignity of being knocked down in a sales
rush, but their feelings are rent asunder because they object so strenuously to that intangible omnipotent
something-the principle of the thing.
You might be led to believe that
we do not favor alibis. Far be it from
us to take so decided a stand on
such a debatable question. It 's not
the alibi we oppose-it's,
well, it's
the principle of the thing.
Catherine M. Martin '32

ideas, who take extreme and radical
views of subjects, may proffer nonconsequential conceptions of this
problem. In spite of what they say,
we have always felt that subtle alibis
depend ultimately on principles. It is
amazing how a person 's principles
stick to him when need for an alibi
arises.
Let us elucidate with an example.
I approach a friend-no-let
a friend
approach me-just for the superficial
aspect of the matter. Fundamentally,
it makes no difference. I know the
friend is an inveterate borrower whose
debts , I am sure , will be cancelled in
heaven ·or some such place. May I
explain that I am in my usual indigent condition.
After perfunctory
greetings , the conversation proceeds,
the friend speaking , "I say, I'm in
a bit of a hole. Could you let me have
a five spot until-well - until I get
another? "
Now I know I haven 't the money,
but one must keep up appearances.
I know, too, that I probably would
not let this person have it, even if I
c~uld. Am I going to confess my difficulty , ruin my pride , and incidentally show that I am not a good fellow. No-never.
I assume a gentle
but firm look. I clear my throat with
self-righteous mien and solemnly utter these noble words: "Well, I'll tell
you. It 's against my general principles
to lend money. " Oh-those precious
general principles!
This is the wonder of it. My friend
leaves. A voice inside me bellows,
"You hypocrite! " Yet such is the effect of a generous overdose of princi-

Judgment
Do you sometimes rebel to yourself thus: "I don't care what others
may think of me! I have a right to
my own opinions?"
I do, and I think I am not unique
in this respect, for everyone possesses
a certain amount of such independence. Yet many times this aggressive
attitude is merely the result of an inferiority complex. We are attempting
to encourage ourselves even while
we are truly sick at heart lest we seem
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too daring. Later on we are only too pleasure in life if you were more lenihappy to let fall the concealing cloak ent when people seem to disagree with
of independence, pouring into a your personal conventions. What is
friend's sympathetic ear our humble more important that believing that
confidences.
another's standard of living, if it has
It is true, so true, that every one is any merit at all, means as much to
entitled to his own opinion. You are him as yours does to you, and act aconly too willing to demand this right cordingly?
A. G. Marden '33
when you are opposed. Yet what is
your attitude toward your antagonist's
opinion? Are you so narrow-minded
The Girls' Rifle Club
as to refuse to acknowledge any sense
of- right in his attitude? Or can you
Sharpshooters of great skill are
broad-mindedly face both sides of the
question and admit the good points foreseen among our women students
in his argument and the weak spots as a result of the formatioon of a
girls' rifle club. A charter has been
in your own?
This applies not to argument alone. gr~nted to the club by the National
It is even more difficult not to cen- Rifle Association with which it is afsure a person who merely does some- filiated. Rifle shooting among both
men and women is developing very
thing contrary to your own standards.
Of ten people's actions, though harm- fast as a sport, especially in high
less in effect, tend to provoke your schools and colleges, and over 2800
disgust or anger, or to arouse your civilian clubs, such as this are charridicule, just because they differ from tered and functioning in practically
your own standards. Such occasions in every state in the country. Members
one's life should stimulate a thought- use small bore shooting at the State
ful person to do some real pondering Armory on Cranston street and are
which will insure a considerate atti- eligible to shoot for medals awarded
tude thereafter. Merely because some- by the National Rifle Association.
one's response to a situation differs
In the summer time it is expected
from your own should not justify you that the high power army rifle will be
into giving free play to your emotions used as well as the small bore. Shootof anger, ridicule, or what not?
ing will be then on the State range in
Everyone, deny it or no, has the Rumford.
inmost craving to be held high in
Officers of the club are: President,
people's esteem as a gentlewoman or Irene L. Hall, '3 5; Vice-President,
gentleman, well-educated and well- Marion B. Goff, '32; Secretary-Treasbred. A chief characteristic of such urer, Mary C. King, '35; Executive
a person is a courteous deference to Officer, Agnes E. Keenan, '35. Miss
all. Do you not think that you could Neva Langworthy of the athletic deboth give and receive much more partment is faculty adviser.
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Some Results of the Tests of Last May
in the Henry Barnard School
D R. J OH N L. ALGE R
President of Rhode I sland College of Education
We are all greatly pleased at the
excellent record made by the pupils in
the Henry Barnard School in the testing program that was carried out last
May. A fairly complete account of
the results will be found in the Bulletin of the College for May, 1931.
The following is a brief account of
some of the findings.
As was to be expected, the tests
were given chiefly to determine as
far as possible the progress of the
pupils who had been given the advantage of commencing their school
life in the Children's School. All the
pupils in the school did splendid work,
but the Children's School group had
been given an unusual advantage in
their early and remarkable mastery
of the arts of reading and written
language. A fundamental principle
of the organization is that aII pupils
learn to do independent work, teaching and drilling themselves, and thinking out their own problems. It was
not a surprise, therefore, to find that
the average pupil in the entire school,
in grades 2 to 9, was 17 months
younger than the average age for his
ability. It was also no surprise for
those acquainted with the school to
find that 95% of all the pupils received ratings that were above 80%
of the standard medians for their
grades, or that 99 ½ % were above

50% of the stan dards for their grades.
82½ % were older educationally than
chronologically.
Special studies were made to determine, if possible, whether the child
with a low I. Q. could make fair
progress if given the opportunities of
the -school. There were 50 such pupils,
who had originally been given ratings
from 64 to 99, among the 170 pupils
in these eight grades who had attended the Children's School. They
should no longer have such a rating,
for the average E. Q. for the entire
group with this original average I. Q.
of 90.5 was 108.5. This meant an A.
Q. of 120. This same group averaged
9.4 months younger than the standard median age for their proved ability. Even the child with the 64 rating
had an E. Q. of 98, and was only two
months older than the standard median age for his ability.
A separate study was made of the
third and fourth grades i_n order to determine the value of the Children's
School work and of the first grade
methods of teaching reading and
writing. There were 108 pupils in
these grades. 49 had attended the
Children's School, 12 had entered in
the 1-B class, and 47 had entered
later. The first group was found to
average 21.3 months younger than
the standard median age for the_ir a8
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bility. The second group averaged
15.4 months younger than the standard median for their ability, and
those who had entered later were 7.6
months younger than the standard
for their ability. Even this later group,
with an average of only a year and a
half in the school, were 7.6 months
ahead of their grade average, but the
advance of the earlier groups is truly
remarka ble.
The secret of all this progress may
be very briefly stated. It is largely
due to the fact that the teachers of
these children have ceased trying to
teach, to drill, and to discipline their
pupils. They are giving the children
an opportunity to teach, to drill, and
to discipline themselves, and the
wonderful array of error-control appara tus and of simple materials for
self-teaching, is the distinct contribution of Professor Craig and her
able assistants.

Government copyist in the Louvre,
making most careful copies of the old
masters, to be sent to provincial museums.
But these facts do not explain
Matisse. Can art be explained? Indeed, is it necessary to explain it?
Do we ask for an "explanation" of
great music-we feel it, and think it,
and live it-is not that enough?
All around me, at the exhibition, I
heard people saying, "Why does he
not paint beautiful things? " I was
introduce to a little lady who cried,
"I like Art-lovely lines-lovely colors-figures-figures
like the Greek
figures. These are terrible and crude."
I tried to say, "He does not wish to
do as the Greeks did! We are in another age-another time. Life moves
and so does art. Look at our modern
architecture. Have you heard our
modern music? Have-? " But it was
useless. As in the "Blessed Damosel",
I heard her tears!
And the question "Why does he not
paint beautiful things?" brings up
the old question, what is beauty? Is
beauty what you see and feel? Is. it
beauty that I see and feel? Or beauty
that the artist feels in the arrangements of colors and lines-in pattern:
in the creation of some new thing.
Some new order. For at least beauty
is order. Are the subjects of great
literature always beautiful? What of
the Russians? What of our own moderns?
Matisse is not a "recorder". Representation and realism do not appeal to him. If they did, he would
give them to us. No man can copy the

Henri Matisse
Prof. Harriet L. Sherman
Matisse has come to town!
Th~ School of Design, which
brought the Exhibition here, and the
people of Providence who saw it, are
to be congratulated upon having this
exhibition-for
Providence is the
only city in New England to have it,
and to see the wonders of Henri Matisse.
I, and the catalogue, can tell you,
that Matisse was born in Le Cateau,
in 1869-that he was a pupil of Gustave Moreau, and the Beaux Arts,
and that for some years he was a
9
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old masters without technical competence, and masterly draughtmanship-he has both. He is more interested in other things. Possibly the
History of French art may offer an
"explanation"-if
it is necessary to
offer an explanation-of
Matisse.
Go back before the French Revolution and trace the evolution of
painting, for art is a true exemplar of
the times.
The French "Academy" was powerful. The aristocracy ruled FranceBefore this had not the Great Louis
said-"L'etat,
c'est moi". So we have
the painter of the aristocracy-Watteau, with his lovely and colorful
paintings, and many others, who
painted the French aristocrats-lovely and light and gay, yet who met
death so brav ely on the guillotine and
elsewhere.
The rumble of the coming storm
grows louder, like the far-off sound
of tumbrils in advance, for those
who can hear. Some do hear. The
French democratic painters, like
Chard in, turned to "The People " for
their subjects.
The Revolution breaks. Then we
have the school of the Classicists-a
screen set up before blood and
tragedy, back to the beauty and
wonder of old Greece and Rome:
David-Ingres-Courbe.
The Roman ticists next - Delacroix - Messionier-painters of battle scenes and
of romantic action. And after romance
reality-the
great realists-painter~
of ballet girls-of crude realitiesthe poor- the ugly: Manet-Degasand Daumier, the painter of life 's
10

ironies-the satiric painter with a
moral in his satires-such as H ogarth
in England gives us. And here's the
Barbizon school-lovers
of nature,
who went out into the fields and
painted her-each touched by his own
individuality.
Millet , painter of peasants-Rousseau-Corot.
And after these, the
Impressionists . The world is being
touched by the advance of science.
Is it here in the desire of the Impressionists, to paint the effect of light
on color-the
changing light-light
of morning-light of noon-day-evening light, with the long shadows
stretching toward the east-dusk,
when the light has almost left the
sky. The Impressionists, painters with
their technique of flecks-pointssplashes-of pure color-leaving the
eye distance to unite them.
Matisse was held by them for a
while-held
by Cezanne specially.
The lightness-the
swift transition
of time, of the Impressionists, one of
weight. Her e we have Monet-Jurra t-Signac-Cezanne.
The Cubists do not mak e a lastina0
impression on him. There was only
one example in the Exhibition at the
School of Design.
No, Henri Matisse is a Fauvre
.
a "wild
man." He delights in bright '
color-flat color. The addition of th e
heavy black line his own in com' of Van
bination with the gay color
Gogh, but not Van Gogh's technique.
Matisse is said to have taken elements from the gay Persian miniatures-from negro art.
Sometimes his "backgrounds" seem
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to break all "rules" and stand out
beyond the object in front of it.
Bright color-pattern-no
desire for
"perspective" black and startling
lines-this
seems to be the "objective" Matisse-the
"subjective"who can say? This is no "explanation", you see!
Here is a brief list of those pictures I found particularly beautiful
and interesting:
The Green Dress
Lady in a Flowered Hat
Moorish Screen
The Ballet Dancer
Woman with a Veil
Girl in a Tricorne Hat
And that strange fantasy, The
Moroccans.
This is just the "background" of
Matisse against which he stands
as if against one of his own colorful
screens. The "wild man," the "st yisf'-Henri
Matisse.

An Author with Whom I
Should Like to go
Walking
Before I attained the dignity of college student, I always shuddered when
an essay or essayist was mentioned
although some of my most delightful
hours have been spent in reading.
To me an essay was a morbid bit of
dry matter into which one could delve
with comprehension only after shutting one's self up in a quiet study
and matriculating at college with
Webster's as sole companion. The
creator of such a bit of writing was a

miserly, wretched hermit who was discontented with his lot in life and
wanted to spread his gloom broadcast
through this channel.
The saying is: "Every cloud has
a silver lining." Words cannot express
the thrill which ran up and down my
spine when I heard Leacock's Decline
of the Drama read in class, one day.
Why it was equally as absorbing as a
novel if not more so. It seemed as if
I should never be satisfied until I
had read his complete works, and my
joy knew no bounds when I was fortunate enough to find on the shelves
of the library, after some browsing,
"College Days" by Leacock and
"Rocking Horse" by Morley. This
was the beginning of a fascinating
friendship. My fondest hope is to
meet the man whose poems and essays
won my friendship - Christopher
Morley-a typical American. What
I had once abhorred I now craved.
I have devoured Morley's essays
with an avidity heretofore unknown
and found them more gratifying than
his poems. The thing that attracts me
most is not "On Doors " or "On Writing a Letter, " but Morley the man.
After reading the former, one ~an
easily picture him as a man who
thoroughly understands human nature and must indeed be an entertaining after-dinner speaker. He is
never too engrossed in financial affairs to romp with the baby or dog as
shown in "Rocking Horse, " a collection of whimsical poems. His pen is
facile and unprejudiced and vividly
portrays the dominating personality
of a jovial individual who would be

11
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a fit subject for an illustration of love for God's lesser ones, in the midst
Milton's "Laughter holding both his of smiling countenances besmeared
sides".
with ice-cream and lollypops.
I can see him now-dog at his
In the cosy home on Long Island
knee and baby in his la}:}-lounging dwells, in my opinion, one of the
in front of the fireplace and smoking greatest American essayists of the
his deep-bowled pipe which is his con- twentieth century and one of the
stant shadow. Maybe tomorrow, he'll most useful citizens the country has.
be supervising an outing for some
What a keen, outspoken companion
neglected, pathetic orphans or puny, he would be. How his conversation
stunted creatures of New York's low- would radiate natural sunshine and
er East Side. Perhaps he is posing, exuberance.
not for publicity, but out of sheer
Helen Carr '35
No articles or stories we hav.e pu blished have drawn forth more
favorable comments than have Miss Byers' authentic Ohio sketches
which appeared in our last issue. We trust that our readers will
enjoy these two additional sketches.
-The Editor.

Hunting

"Wha' cha huntin' fer t 'day, Mr.
Harper?" inquired Charley.
"Sq uirrel, I guess."
"Gee, I'd like to catch a few m'self.
Maybe I could sell 'em t' people who
wants to buy 'em fer fur coats."
"Um huh," and Silas trudged on.
Suddenly, a small gray object
whisked back and forth among the
trees. Raising the shot gun to his
shoulder, Silas took careful aim. A
loud report echoed and reechoed
through the still woods. Looking up,
the two men saw a small gray object
drop from a high branch to the
ground.

Silas Harper liked to hear the
crunch and crackle of dead leaves as
he trod on them. He also liked to
feel the crisp, cool November air blow
against his face in sharp gusts.
This was his month, the month
when he carefully cleaned his shotgun, groomed his dogs, slipped into
a heavy coat, and started for the
woods. He liked to hunt alone; therefore, he uttered a grunt of displeasure
when he caught sight nf Charley
Drake, the village half-wit.
"' Lo, Mr. Harper. I jess knowed
you'd be gain ' a huntin' t 'day."
"Yeh, I cal'late I be."
"Oh, gee, Mr. Harper, ain't it jess
"Mind if I jes trail along with ya?" too bad ya had to go and waste th'
"Mmm-no," muttered Silas. The buckshot. The fall would ha' killed
day was ruined as far as he was con- that squirrel," observed Charley.
cerned.
M. Louise Byers '32.
12
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Not Tight: Just Close
Ezry Randall, having owned and
operated the one and only store of
Leo for the past thirty years,
shrugged his shoulders and grunted as
he saw the stooped figure of Jake
Barnes approaching. In money matters, Jake was the meanest and closest
man in the village.
"Momin', Jake, " greeted Ezry as
he scratched his head, looked out the
door, and spat some feet distant.
"Hump," grunted Jake , "can' t say 's
I noticed much."
"What y'aimin' t 'have this mornin ', Jake?"
"How much be y' gettin' fer yer
eggs, Ezry?"
''' Twenty cents a dozen."
"It's an outrage," stormed Jake.
"Why, I cud get 'em over t' Skunk
Ridge fer eighteen."
"Why don 't ya? It's only five miles

over. Make a right smart walk fer
ya, Jake," chuckled Ezry.
"Mmm, guess I'll buy 'em here f
day," mumbled Jake, selecting the
largest eggs in the basket.
"You'd oughter sell them eggs by
the pound, Ezry."
"'S all right by me," replied Ezry.
Jake immediately put the dozen
eggs back and selected a pound of very
small eggs.
"Jake , I'm perfectly satisfied with
my part of the bargain, but I'd like
to ask you a question. Why did you
pick out the big uns when I sold them
by the dozen, then put them back and
take the little uns when you could
buy them by the pound? "
" I 'll tell y' Ezry. My wife and me
are small eaters. We only eat a half
egg apiece fer breakfast. But 'that
hired girl of ours has an enormous appetite. She eats a whole one every
mornin'."
M. Louis e Byers '32

Thank You
We thank you for your parties;
We had delicious times
And want to tell our gratitude
In these poor little rhymes.
Your plays showed wondrous talent;
Your music wondrous art;

The doughnuts were delicious;
The cider not too tart.
We Freshmen hope to do as well,
Next year, as all of you,
And show to dear R. I. C. E.
That we are loyal, too.

Estelle Kniznik '35
13
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Hope

The place was a low timber-made
hut with one small, insignificant
window, which opened onto the endless wilderness of the North. Skins
hung here and there, showing bulletholes and knife-holes and indicating
the home of a hunter. Bare of the
usual comforts as the room was, it
had a sort of refinement, plus an inexpressible loneliness-the
lack of a
woman's hand.
A man sat for a long time, looking
at a pale yet shining face, at the blue
veins showing painfully dark on the
temples and forehead, at the limp,
little hand of the boy who had been
as lively as a squirrel a few weeks
before. The longer he sat; the deeper did his misery sink into his soul.
His wife had gone from this world four
years ago; his child had wasted away, and he had for his sorrows no
inner consolation.
True, he was
brought up with that touch of mystical imagination inseparable from the
lonely woods, but he had none of the
religious belief which absorbed natural awe and turned it to the refining
of life and to the advantage of a
man 's soul. Now it was forced upon
him that his child was safe, in peace.
His poor, miserable, twisted back
would never pain him again. Once
again he was with his mother. He lowered his head as he recalled the child 's
last words: "Daddy, I see Mother 's
face."
The flames from the great logs in
the crude fireplace danced brilliantly;
a small crucifix over the child's head

reflected soft little flashes of light.
The tortured man noticed it. Gradually, there grew up in him a vague
kind of hope that, somehow, this symbol would bring him peace, would
cause him to believe the last words of
his child. A vague shadow-like form
came into the room, a question in his
bright eyes, his great bushy tail beating the floor as he lay down at the
man's feet. Presently the dog placed
his nose on the hunter's knee and gave
forth a faint sound that was not quite
a whine, nor yet a sigh. The man's
hand went to his silky head. Thus
the two sat during the night.
They sat on and on and on. The
man and the dog. It was dark, past
midnight. Gradually he would see a
light and have a hunter's breakfast,
and walk on again. For weeks-for
months-for years, he would wander
so, through the still, lonely wilderness. That would be his life now.
The mournful cry of a night-bird
sounded; it' floated and drifted away
into silence. Branches, stirred by the
rising night wind, added to the quiet
breathing of the night.
Suddenly he seemed to hear close to
him that sweet young voice, saying
the words he last spoke to him:
"Daddy, I see Mother's face."
Tears filled his eyes, but they were
manly tears. A light burst. His soul
was still. He turned to the dog. "Let's
go on,· old fellow, let's go on. Theythey are waiting for us somewhere."
Titica M. Jeremiah '35
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From Cover to Cover
Wheneve r a new venture is started,
their return in expectation of finding
it is customary to explain what it is a glorified people awaiting them with
all about.
open arms, only to be quite suddenly
Th is is the first time in the history shocked to find a desolate and dazed
of the Anchor that a book column has nation blindly struggling anew, tryappeared . Previously, there has been ing to forget the morbid catastrophe,
one book review in an issue, and some- and ignoring its heroes. It was a peritimes none at all.
od of readjustment, sad and pitiable.
This column will deal with the bet- You should read this book-a thorter types of reading. We shall not oughly moving and sincere bit of work
necessarily review entirely brand new and much more readable than Mr.
books, but books new enough to be Remarque's first book.
within the season. You are invited to
Then there is a book that is still
contribute your own reviews to the
being
hailed as a masterpiece. The
column, which will be welcomed, as
Good
Earth,
by Pearl S. Buck (John
this is your column. Limit your reDay Company).
views to about seventy-five words or
You'll be impressed by what might
less, and deliver them to the book
be
termed a "biblical style," in this
editor.
At the beginning of the new year, story that deals so humanly with a
we usually bring to mind those books young Chinese farmer and his family.
that seemed to us worth accounting Stories about the Chinese are usually
for and vitally important in modern more or less dressed up and presented
literature. It seems to us that this as if they were dolls, but in this
is an appropriate time to look back book the Oriental characters are
flesh and blood. There is a primand remember .....
itive view throughout, and a strange
A few months ago a book that dealt
with the post-war period in Germany sense of the characters being on
was published. The master was Eric a level with their brothers of the
Remarque, and the book The Road rest of the world in hunger, love,
Back (Little, Brown and Co.) It is an and hate. The author is an English
extremely candid book, although not missionary in China. Her writing reso obviously brutal and gruesome as flects her sympathetic understanding
was All Quiet on the Western Front, of the slant-eyed race. It is a novel
you'll never forget.
but more psychological and subtle in
its theme. It deals with the mental
Maid in Waiting, (Scribner's) is
and physical reaction of the ruined John Galsworthy's first novel since
yout hs of war ; that fine generation Swan Song, and although it doesn't
whose very dreams were shattered by reach the heights of his Forsyte Saga,
sorrow, har dness, horror and hate; of it is a vital and likeable story. There is
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a great deal of trouble over Dinny
Charwell, who sets about straightening out the predicaments of those she
loves, forgetting her lovers. After all,
the outstanding thing about the book
is its characters. Galsworthy is a master craftsman about character-creation. No one can quite meet up to
him. Maid in Waiting is far above
the current novels and is worth
reading.
Whether you are an O'Neill admirer or not, you should either see
the Broadway production of Mourning B ecomes Electra (Liveright)
or read it.
It is a tremendous
· triology, laid in the familiar New
En gland setting and steeped in heavy
tra gedy. It is needless to say more,
because , no doubt, it is being perused
by thousands who are followers of the
eminent American dramatist.
Usually, first novels are of two
classes, poor or disappointing. But
now and then a novel like Hatter's
Castl e (Little, Brown and Co.) appears and takes the lead above the
current books of the season. Its author , A. J. Cronin of England , has
been for some years connected with
the medical profession , but since
the success of his book, he has resolved to devote all his time to literary efforts. We are glad to hear it for
many reasons. There is a great deal of
promise for Mr. Cronin, as well as
praise and commendation. It is almost unbelievable that he has not
written previously because there is about this book the atmosphere of a
Victorian novel, with its length, pro-

found -characterizations and dramatic situations. You feel a breath of
Hardy in it and here and there a
touch of Dickens which almost reaches melodrama but is saved by adroit
handling, realistic and poignant.
It is the story of James Brodie of
Scotland a hatter by trade and a
brute by nature. He is a rock-like figure, potential and unwavering, a mean
domineering father, deeply egotistical
and half mad. It tells how he towered
above his family, striking fear into
his timid wife; kicking his oldest
daughter out of the house for daring
to go against his wishes; stealing his
weakling son 's mistress; and eventually overworking his youngest daughter
until she becomes ravingly insane and
ha;ngs herself. As the :story ,ends
Brodie is a destroyed figure, chained
and pierced by the forces of his own
nature and his own destruction.
At times the book becomes exhausting through the sweeping and
vivid way in which Mr. Cronin deals
with his characters, especially that of
Brodie. There is so much force and
vitality about the writing, that if
there is a weak point in the story
it is this-over-emphasis.
The novel revolves around Brodie
who appears so strikingly horrible
and maddening as to be almost unbelievable; but in moulding such a
figure, the author was wise. He knew
the meaning of the word deft and
used it. There are moments when
you pity Brodie because of his illused power and blind ignorance, and
you wonder if after all there was
not something good about him.
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There is a particular incident that
illustrates this point; where Brodie's
wife who has been ill for some time,
though uncomplaining, is suddenly
torn in agony by the stabs of cancer.
When you have finished reading
the last page and slowly close the
book, you will feel almost da,zedi
by what you have been through cmd
the thoughts will remain for a long
time to come. We are anxiously
awaiting Mr. Cronin's next book, and
we are quite sure that you will do
the same.
Fred B. Hutchins '33.

A Result of Watchful
Waiting
We are pleased to report to the student body a reorganization of the
general scheme of things under which
we publish THE ANCHOR.
As a
result of a recent, direct appeal to
them by Professor Robinson and the
editor, fifty-two freshmen have sig-

Goethe

Essay

nified their intentions of working for
places on THE ANCHOR staff during a probationary period in the next
semester. Shall we call this an evidence of the new College of Education spirit of the future?
No class
has ever displayed such interest in the
paper since it was founded.
Freshmen, we thank you. We know
that you are going to make THE
ANCHOR your own special project
to promote.

An Apology
We regret the appearance of a series of misstatements concerning women's basketball which appeared in
the last issue of THE ANCHOR.
Her eafter, in accordance with the regular policy of the paper, all such items
will be submitted to the physical education department by approval before publication. In the final rushed
hours before the paper goes to press
an occasional slip-up may occur.

Contest

In commemoration of the 100th
anniversary of the death of Goethe
the Carl Schurz Memorial Foundation, Inc., Philadelphia , Pa., announces a national essay contes;t,
which is open to all undergraduates
at colleges and universities throughout the United States. Liberal cash
prizes, amounting to almost $1000,
are announce~. The first prize for
an English essay is $200 and a similar first prize is offered for the best

Announced

essay written in German. The choice
of subjects and the rules of fae contest are announced on a poster which
has been distributed to all institutions of higher learning. Essays must
be submitted to the headquarters of
the Foundation in Philadelphia not
later than September 15, 1932, and
are limited to 5000 words. A number of prominent professors of German at some of the leading American colleges and universities ha v•e
agreed to serve as judges.
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Fraternity,

College .and Class Jewelry

Commencement

Announcements

and Invitations
OFFICIAL JEWELER

TO THE RHODE

ISLAND

COLLEGE OF EDUCATION

L. C. BALFOUR COMPANY
Manufacturing

Jewelers & Stationers

ATTLEBORO , MASS.

Dine and Dance
Compliments of

at the

LOTUS
Paddock Paper Co.
A DISTINCTIVE

RESTAURANT

162 WESTMINSTER
Tel. Gaspee

ST.

1924

The Sport Shop of Frances Waterman
Here girls find clothes of every type to suit every purse.

Come in and let us help you select the correct model
for your particular need.
141 MATHEWSON STREET

PROVIDENCE,

R. I.

ST S

Coffee Shoppe
151-153 CUSHING STREET
Between

Thayer

VE ETI~

and Brook

An ideal place to hold class dinners
Use of piano, radi o and capehart
sympho ny

NO EXTRA

CHARGE .

Ample

Parking

4565 -

Angell

DANCING

Space
-

0492

Compliments of

120()~.

SUPPER dancing every weekday evening to marvelous
music by Billy Lossez and his
gay entertainers. Come and make
merry with the smart young
crowd that gathers here nightly.

PROvi(f)ENCE

Biltmore
Compliments
of

LOUIS OLIVER
Class Photographer
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